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Summary: James and Shepard have been skirting around each other long enough, but it seems that even during a party they can't seem to confront what's right in front of them. And when Jane finds out she got a little more out of the party than she'd thought, she and James decide to figure things out between them. EDIT: I've decided to turn this into a full-fledged story. Stay tuned.





	1. Night and Day - Part I

"Had enough to drink yet?" she grinned as she sat next to him. She was entirely meaning to tease, but Jane was well aware of how creepy she'd come off over the past few days. James hadn't seemed to mind it terribly, and she did give him plenty of room to tell her to back off.

"I think I might need another drink or two before it sounds like a good idea." he said, face a little flushed from all the drinks he'd had already.

Or maybe it was because she knew the thought of being with her was absolutely one of his fantasies. Either way, Jane suddenly had an idea, and stood up. She reached out in front of him for his hand. This would either ease his nerves, and they could actually take this slowly, and have it be something they both wanted, or it would be a complete disaster and they would both wake up tomorrow morning with the worst hangover known to man.

He looked at her hand, then up to her eyes. He must have decided the risk was worth it, because he took her hand and pulled himself up. Though, he dropped his hand the second he was up. She didn't pay much mind to it, and walked with him back towards the office. Luckily, it was empty, now that Tali had found somewhere else to sit.

"Why are we back here?"

"I thought I'd teach you something before you go to N7 school." she smiled. "Might help you along."

"Shepard, if I'm going through it, I want to do things on my own-"

"You'll learn it one way or another, James. Just let me do this one thing for you." she knew she was putting on her best puppy face right now, and that it didn't always have the desired result. But it seemed like right now it was working because James sighed and shrugged his shoulders with a smile.

"I guess I can't stop you."

"That's right. Now take up a defensive stance." she said, pulling her hair back quickly.

"Lola, are you going to teach me how to fight? I know how to do that."

"You don't know how to defend yourself too well. Or do I need to remind you of the huge bruise on your back from our last sparring session?" she smiled apologetically as she came back over, taking her own stance as well.

"I know how to defend myself!" he laughed, easily blocking a left hook from her. She was going to let him warm up a bit, and she took a few more easy shots, managing to hit him once.

"But you have to keep yourself from destroying the room." she grinned, shifting her weight to her back foot, turning, and quickly bring her foot up and around, hitting him in the shoulder, instead of the head, with speed that he likely hadn't expected from her. Though before her foot could drop, James grabbed it, lifted her leg even higher, and then twisted her leg, forcing her body to turn in compensation.

Jane leaned down on her hands just as quick as he'd turned her around, bringing her other leg up to kick him square in the chest. She managed to get him to loosen his hold on her enough so she could stand back up. She faced James and came at him again before he could recover, landing several blows to his torso, and getting in a few kicks to his sides. After that, she paused, letting him catch his breath against the bookcase he'd been backed into.

"You're cornered, James." she panted, grinning. Though she didn't realize just how sultry her voice had come off from the exertion and exhaustion. "I don't think that quite qualifies as knowing how to defend yourself."

"I don't know why I expected you to go easy on me." he stood up straight once he caught his breath. Jane looked in his eyes as they backed into the center of the room again, unable to help herself. She loved looking in his dark brown eyes, admiring how they changed with the light. Right now, they looked like black holes, and she couldn't resist their pull.

"Again." she said, still lost in his eyes as she began throwing punches and kicks at him. His eyes locked on hers, and she shuddered when he caught her hand, twisting it up behind her back as he used her momentum against her. As much as she wanted to let the words slip from her tongue, she couldn't hold back just yet. She had a real reason for this - James wasn't always going to be expecting a fight, he had to be able to handle himself. She kicked his shin and he grunted, but instead of letting the pain overwhelm him, he tightened his grip and pushed her forward onto the desk. Her cheek and chest pressed against the dark oak, and Jane wasn't usually one for rough foreplay or sex, but she couldn't deny that his show of power was definitely making it harder for her to resist him. She kept her mouth shut, though she closed her eyes, and let out a rather loud laugh, more at herself than anything.

"What?" James asked, still keeping a grip on her, but definitely loosening it.

"You just ought to be careful, James. I don't want you breaking my face, I need it." she opened her eyes and looked up at him with a devilish grin on her face, this time. She felt James remove his hand from her wrists, and she saw him smile a bit.

"Can't have you breaking your pretty face." he said almost under his breath, gently helping her back up. But the fact that he'd said anything gave her some hope that she wasn't just forcing him to go along with this. God, she hoped he didn't feel like this was something he had to do.

James was smarter than that, too.

"Glad we can agree on that." she finally said, looking up at him and still grinning, though it had softened. His chest was still rising and falling at a faster than normal pace, and she had a hard time ignoring it since she was just inches from him.

"You still need to work on covering your body-"

"Shepard!" Garrus came into the room and both snapped their heads to look at him. Garrus was looking like he was about to collapse, but he laughed as he clung to the wall for a moment before continuing, "Wrex and Grunt are going at it, I think you might want to come stop them before they break something."

"Oh god, they didn't already break something, did they?." she quickly turned to go break up the fight, not even thinking to tell James she would catch up with him once she was done.

* * *

><p>A few hours later, it seemed like everyone was either falling asleep, straight up passing out, or just appreciating that it was beginning to quiet down some. Jane was up above, looking down at the split living area with a grin as she leaned on the railing with a cup of water in her hand. She felt ready to sleep, too, but she wanted to make sure she wasn't needed for anything first.<p>

She hated that her first instinct was a motherly one. They were all adults - well, Grunt was still considered a child in some aspects, but he was well off nonetheless - they could take care of themselves. She should let herself get some sleep while she still could.

"Lola," a gruff voice came from behind her, "you look ready to fall asleep."

"I'm getting pretty close, that bed looks comfy." she laughed lightly, pushing off the railing, keeping her voice down so she wouldn't disturb anyone else. "Did you need something?"

After the stunt Grunt and Wrex pulled, she'd almost all but forgotten her attempts to woo James. He was clearly interested, but it seemed like he needed a little more time with her.

"I was just thinking that… You showed me something earlier, so I thought I could show you something now. I-If you want."

James didn't normally stutter, but judging by the way he was rubbing his neck, and the slight pink creeping up it, she could tell this wasn't just the usual 'let me show you something,' and that caught her interest.

"I'd love that." she relied softly, giving him a tired smile. "As long as it won't take too much energy from me."

"I doubt it." he smiled, actually reaching to take her hand, pulling her further into the upstairs rooms, searching for an empty one before closing the door quietly. Jane was excited and admittedly a bit nervous for what he had in store. He led her to the foot of the bed and had her sit down and close her eyes. With a grin, she nodded and shut her eyes. The bed shifted behind her for a few moments, before she heard shuffling in front of her.

Jane was then picked up by the waist, and plopped down between a pair of legs, with a firm, warm chest behind her. When told, she opened her eyes, and tried her best to keep from laughing.

"We are _not _watching this, James!"

"Why not?" he laughed, already holding the remote for the vid screen just across from the bed, finger hovering over the play button.

"I don't think you realize how tired I am, James." she laughed, letting herself settle against him since he'd decided he was comfortable with this. As much as she loved the third remake of How to Lose A Guy in 10 Days, it was a bit too much of an emotional investment for her. She also hadn't expected him to pick this.

"Well then we can watch as much as you want before you sleep." he grinned, pressing play. Jane laughed, and settled in to watch the movie, surprised at how much James seemed to enjoy it as well. She never would have pegged him as the type to enjoy a good RomCom.

Soon enough, she felt herself drifting to sleep half way through the movie. Jane, of course, didn't remember falling asleep, but she knew that she'd done so on top of James, making it more than difficult for him to move and go find a spot of his own to sleep.

* * *

><p>Her head felt as if it was going to throb itself off her neck, when she finally woke up. Though, the solid mass beneath her head was definitely helping her to keep her sense of balance as she opened her eyes. It wasn't bright in the room, like she'd feared. Rather, it was just dark enough, with light from outside peeking through cracks to gently illuminate the room.<p>

When she was ready, she lifted her head, with some effort, and looked down at what was beneath her. She Jane wasn't exactly shocked, but she was pleasantly surprised.

She'd never seen James look so relaxed, and young. All the lines on his face were gone, and Jane hummed happily as she let her finger gently trail over his full lips, and along his stubbled jaw. Though, she quickly retracted her hand when she remembered that she and James had really only fallen asleep together. At least that's what she remembered - and they were still clothed.

Then James stirred, and she panicked slightly, but then remembered that the only reason they were here was because of him. He'd knowingly and willingly sought her out for her company, and he could have left at any point. She lowered her head to his chest with a soft sigh, trying to calm her pounding heart.

"Lola?" his voice was thick with sleep, and his usually subtle accent. She didn't realize that both of his arms had been resting on her back until he pulled one away to rub his eyes.

"Morning." she smiled once she managed to lift her head again. She then decided to sit up a bit, and move the weight off of him. Except his arm was still around her waist, and she felt it tighten.

"You don't have to move." he smirked. "I doubt I'll ever get the chance to wake up like this again, so I want to enjoy it."

"James, I don't think your ego needs any more stroking." she laughed, relaxing some, "But I'll stay. You're comfortable to lay on."

"Good to know."

They both sat in silence for a few minutes, spacing out and thinking of different things. At least that's what they thought. In actuality, both were lying there, wondering if they'd really been misinterpreting their little chats, and the sparring sessions. James swore the one time he'd managed to pin Jane to the ground, he saw something in her eyes - more interest than he'd seen any other time, perhaps. Or maybe it had been shock, like he'd initially thought. Jane could clearly remember the one time some of their flirting had gotten a little out of hand in the lounge on the Normandy, along with their drinking, and she'd let James pull her into his lap on the couch. She'd liked it, and she could tell that he was happy she liked it.

"So do you think anyone else is awake?" he asked, breaking the silence.

"I don't know. What time is it?" she sat up a bit to stretch so she could see the alarm clock on the other side of the bed. "Maybe… it's about 10." she smiled and settled back down against him, resting her head against his shoulder, this time. "I don't want to get up, though."

"What if I do?" his tone was light, like it usually was when he would start pulling out his charms.

"Then you're just going to have to deal with it." she hummed with a grin.

"Such torture."

She could hear the smirk in his voice, and she couldn't help but laugh. They were being ridiculous, and even if she was enjoying it, Jane was suddenly finding herself wanting just a little something more. She sighed and wrapped both of her arms around his middle, settling in to think about what it was she was craving.

His arms wrapped around her again, and she realized that it was all she'd wanted. James held her so firmly, but she hardly felt trapped. She imagined this feeling was similar to a safety blanket for a child - it felt right, and it was soothing. It wasn't very often she was held at all, for that matter.

"It's been a long time since someone's held me." she mumbled, still in deep thought.

"All you have to do is ask. If it makes you feel a little better, considering all the shit going on, then it's the least I can do." James shrugged. Jane propped herself up again, smiling as she looked down at him.

"It's good to know someone cares about my well-being."

"Someone has to look after you. I can't remember how many times you would have skipped a meal if someone hadn't invited you to eat." he smiled, bringing one hand to rest behind his head.

She laughed gently and looked over him. The lines on his face were back, but they were softer, more subtle. The casual nature they were both laying with each other was… intimate, but comfortable. Her legs were sprawled on either side of his, and her elbows were propped up by his shoulders so she could manage to look him in the eye. His hand was also on her back right where it curved, and her shirt bunched up. She could feel it shaking just slightly, almost like he wanted to do something, but was making himself stop.

Jane didn't know what came over her, but before she knew it her lips were suddenly brushed along James', her eyes closed and both of them very hesitant. They pulled away before either could really register if it had been pleasant, but they looked at one another in silence before she felt his hand more firmly on her back, and the hand behind his head moved to push himself up on the bed. When he was half-way up their lips met again, far less hesitant and more curious.

They were sitting up, now, and with James holding on to her with his one arm, and both of hers naturally sliding around his shoulders, both were comfortable enough to focus on their lips, and the feeling of being pressed so close to one another willingly. Jane couldn't remember the last time she'd been kissed by anyone, or had a kiss quite this tender. Her lips moved slowly with his, both of them seeming to remember how it went. James was the first to tentatively brush his tongue along her lips, easily sending a pleased chill down her spine.

For several minutes, at least, they explored each other with tongues, hands, and even some light over the clothes action. Jane pulled herself away when she could feel her willpower slowly slipping away, taking control while she still could. Even though they knew to breathe through their noses, the both sat there catching their breath, looking at each other for a moment before laughing.

"What was that?" he asked, voice rough and low.

"I'm not sure." she absentmindedly ran her hand up through his hair, though she watched as he shut his eyes with a pleased smile.

"Well, uh… I know that's something I wanted to do last night, but… Well, we um… we both had a lot to drink, and I didn't want to… you know…"

"All you have to do is ask." she smirked, echoing the words he'd said not too long ago. He opened his eyes and grinned at her, gripping her shirt a bit. "And I appreciate that you were thinking of how I might feel in that situation. You can never go wrong with watching a movie and cuddling." she grinned back at him, now.

"That's what I thought."

"Still, I wouldn't necessarily mind it if you wanted to… do some of the things you wanted to last night, now."

"Lola!" he laughed, blushing some as he glanced towards the door, then back to her.

"What? We've been dodging this long enough, I say let's see where this goes while we have the time for it."

"You're crazy."

"And?"

"I just might take you up on that offer." he said with a grin, his hand bunching up her shirt and lifting it up slightly as he leaned in to kiss her again.


	2. Night and Day - Part II

She hadn't sustained any major injuries, miraculously enough. A few broken ribs, a fractured wrist, and forearm, a sprained ankle... Jane was almost convinced there was someone watching over her, keeping her here. Still, it didn't help that she had to go to the hospital to get her injuries looked after, alone.

"Shepard, we'll let you know the moment we make contact. Until then, you're just going to have to sit tight."

Hackett told her the same thing every time she asked. She wished he could at least tell her what they were searching for. It was possible that they were flying manual, what with all the tech that randomly got shorted out. If that were the case, then EDI was likely inactive, or at least reduced to a few basic functions. There was nothing Jane could do, though, except wait.

She wondered how James was doing. She worried about him constantly, ever since she'd opened herself up completely to him. The last thing either of them wanted was to get hurt, so she had to hope that he was doing well. After all, it was all that kept her sane after all these visits with the doctors.

* * *

><p>As she walked out of the hospital, no longer in a sling, but still with a cast, Jane had to take a moment to admire all that had been rebuilt of the Citadel. Not that there had been very extensive damage to begin with, but besides the occasionally quick fix with a sheet of metal, most of the Citadel was nearly the same as it had been before it had been damaged - even before the Cerberus coup happened.<p>

She headed to a taxi stand, hoping to go home and get some sleep. Jane still felt weary after even a few hours of walking around. Everyone told her it was just the fatigue from the war finally setting in, but Jane knew it wasn't that. She was tired of having to spend her waking hours anxiously waiting for word about the Normandy. anything, really. And as it happened, right as a taxi pulled up, she saw her omni-tool light up from the corner of her eye. Hopping in, she grinned, and headed for the control tower, where Hackett spent most of his time, these days.

She was hoping this was good news, anyway. All her message had said was 'We've made contact.' Incredibly vague, but that's all she needed. That meant someone was alive.

Minutes later she was walking as fast as her tired legs would allow towards the post that overlooked Alliance vessels. After going up several flights of stairs, seeing as the elevator was being maintenanced, she was slightly out of breath. However, she evened out her breathing by the time she was noticed by Hackett.

"Shepard, glad you got my message. How are you doing today?"

"I'm doing well, sir. Only a couple weeks with this cast, and then I'm practically free." she smiled.

"Glad to hear it. We were only able to communicate with the Normandy for all of five minutes. It sounds like they're running low on supplies, but they are within the Sol system, so we're sending out a small team to help pull them back here to the Citadel."

"And the crew?"

"All accounted for, and very eager to hear back from you."

She sighed and felt her shoulders slump.

"Thank God." she felt his hand on her shoulder, and she grinned up at him.

"We're trying to raise them again, I thought you might like to have the chance to talk to them."

"I would love that very much, sir."

They waited patiently for one of the controllers to establish contact with the Normandy again, which didn't take long at all. Maybe ten minutes.

"Joker?" her voice cracked, grinning as she stared at the holographic interface. There was no video feed, but audio was just as good.

"Shepard? Is that you?" his voice was slightly distorted from the interference of not having a stable connection.

"Yeah it's me." she laughed. "How are you holding up?"

"It's good to hear your voice. We haven't exactly been doing too great, but... God. Hold on, I need to get the rest of the crew up here." the audio cut out, and Jane took a moment to collect herself as they set up the call in the other room so she could have some privacy. Once she sat down in the chair, she heard several voices in the distance, and began laughing, a few tears running down her face.

They were all okay. Her family was okay, and she was going to see them again, soon. She could hold them, and know that, yes, they were really alive, and she wasn't just dreaming.

God, if she was dreaming, she hoped that she woke up soon.

"Lola?"

"Hey James." she grinned, voice faltering just the same as his had.

The last time she'd seen him, he had been covered in blood and dirt, limping after being thrown to the ground from a flying sheet of... something. He hadn't wanted her to leave him, and she hadn't wanted him to leave either, but it was the only way they were going to get through what they needed to. She'd walked up to him just before the Normandy was about to take off, and ignoring that Garrus was supporting James, she quickly threw her arms around his neck, latching their lips together one last time. Jane knew it was cruel to give herself to him that way, but she knew that anything else she might have done would have simply left an aching hole in her chest. Especially if she hadn't gotten to see him again.

What was worse was the fact that they had silently committed themselves to one another, yet because they hadn't talked about it, she didn't know what she needed to do. Once, the morning after her party, they'd made love. It had been one of the only memories that got her through the days when she felt absolutely miserable, and didn't feel like she could do anything. But she did manage to get up on those days, for him, if nothing else.

But she missed just having him around. Even if they weren't sure what they were, they knew that they liked being around each other. James always had something funny to say, or got her to laugh when she felt like crying. It had been awful not being able to talk to anyone for those reasons as well.

"Last we heard you were in the hospital. Everything okay?"

"Yeah, just a little banged up." she grinned, still holding back from openly crying.

"Good. I think we're all eager to see you again, once we dock."

"How long?"

"Just a week or so." Joker chimed in. "Maybe sooner if the Alliance sends enough ships."

"I just want everyone to get back safe." she paused, when there was an alert on the interface. Suddenly the video feed picked up, and she grinned, seeing everyone packed into the cockpit. "There you are." she said calmly.

"Hey! We have video!" Joker laughed.

Everyone was clearly worn out, having to take on roles they weren't necessarily used to, and working longer hours as well. But everyone looked well all things considered.

"Hey now, don't go crying on us, Lola." James said with a grin. She rolled her eyes as the tears began to well up, and she shook her head.

"You don't get to tell me what to do, James. I'll cry if I damn well please." she felt one tear slip down her cheek, but it felt good. The crew laughed lightly at her, but no one else said anything. She hadn't let herself cry over her crew for a long time, and now that they were safe she felt like she could let everything out. "God, I'm so glad you're all okay. I've been having the hardest time sleeping, not knowing if you were okay or not."

"Hey now-"

"Joker, it's not that I doubt your abilities, it's just that... Everything got knocked out. Some of it is still knocked out, to be honest. Half the Citadel is under repairs."

Jane stayed on the connection for another few hours, taking the chance to talk to everyone individually, watching as they slowly went back to whatever duties they had to attend to. The video cut out after a while, and the audio didn't last much longer either. She worried a bit, until someone told her that it was likely just a solar flare, or some kind of residue from the blast. Unfortunately, they didn't want to stress the system, so that was the end of her chat.

_James is okay._ she kept telling herself as she walked from the control tower, back out to grab another taxi. She grinned, anxious to see him, and also curious to know what he'd want to do first, or if he wanted to do anything at all.

* * *

><p>There was nothing grand, or spectacular about the Normandy docking on the Citadel. Sure, there were cameras, and a crowd, but they were forced to observe from a distance, allowing Jane some privacy in greeting her crew again. She stood waiting outside the airlock, Hackett some few feet back just for official purposes.<p>

The next ten minutes we agony, waiting for the airlock to attach, then pressurize, and unlock on both ends. As soon as it did, she rushed through, meeting her crew about half way. Those who were able had started running towards her as well. The first person she ran into was Liara, and they caught each other in a tight embrace, shortly being joined by James, Kaidan, Steve, and even Joker. The others were a little further behind, but as everyone came in, they joined in the hug, a few sniffles being heard. For a few minutes they all stood there before pulling apart and laughing, everyone wiping away tears for one reason or another. Though, they all rushed off the first second they could, hoping to greet loved ones, and simply be off the Normandy. Joker moved fairly fast with his braces on, much to Jane's surprise.

"You looked a lot worse last week." James grinned, heading out with her.

"Thanks. Is that what you tell all the girls?"

"No, just the ones I missed." he gently bumped her with his elbow and she bumped him back.

Several were waiting patiently for the two to exit the airlock, everyone immediately being relieved of duty. Those that had been waiting were in need of somewhere temporary to stay, and Jane had more than enough room between both of her apartments. She preferred staying in her smaller one, anyhow.

"Are you going to send me off with the rest of them?" James asked, sounding a little timid in his question.

"I wouldn't mind it if you stayed with me at my place." she shrugged. "I just... didn't know if that was something you were interested in."

"I'd like to spend a little time with you, yeah." he grinned. "Maybe we could finish watching that movie."

"Sounds like a great idea." she smiled and let him throw his arm casually around her shoulders as they walked back towards transportation.

Jane hadn't felt this relaxed for a while. The war was over, her family was back home, and she was getting to spend some quality time with James, hoping to figure out just what they were.

Unfortunately for her, there wasn't much of that, seeing as he quite nearly passed out the second he laid down on the couch. It was sweet, though, since she let him put his head in her lap. She ran her fingers through his short hair, appreciating that he clung to her legs as they stretched out along his body.

Jane really wished he'd had more energy, and that they could have talked. She wanted to be with him, in a real relationship, but... It didn't look like that was how things were going to play out. With a soft sigh, she figured that maybe it was just a little too soon for those kinds of thoughts. Time would tell if they would become anything, but she would just be happy to have him back in her life again.


End file.
